fellow passengers for the presence of this idiot 5 I ex- 25
plained to them that that's what America does to its
adopted sons. At this they all laughed heartily, including
the benighted Greek at my side who hadn't understood
a word I had said since it was in French I made the remark.
To cap it all the dolt asked me where I had learned my
English. When I told him I was born in America he re-
plied that he had never heard any one speak English like
me; he said it in a way to imply that the only decent
English worth speaking was his own slaughter-house
variety.
In Athens it was actually chilly enough to wear an over-
coat when we arrived. Athens has a temperamental cli-
mate, like. New York. It has plenty of dust, too, if you
start walking towards the outskirts. Even in the heart of
the dty sometimes,"where the most fashionable, ultra-
modern apartment houses are to be seen, the street is
nothing but a dirt road. One can walk to the edge of the
city in a half hour. It is really an enormous dty contain-
ing almost a million inhabitants 5 it has grown a hundred
times over since Byron's day. The color scheme is blue
and white, as it is throughout Greece. Even the news-
papers use blue ink, a bright sky-blue, which makes the
papers seem innocent and juvenile.. The Athenians prac-
tically devour the. newspapers; they have a perpetual hun-
ger for news. From the balcony of my room at the Grand
Hotel I could look down on Constitute Square which
in the eveningns black with people, thousands of them,
seated at little tables loaded with drinks and ices,"the
waiters scurrying back and forth with trays to the cafes
adjoining the square.
Here one evening on his way back to Amaroussion I
met Katsimbalis. It was definitely a meeting. As far as

